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Editor's Note 


by Taryn Wahlquist 


Yes, finals are definitely upon us, and I 
am in usual finals form—an emotional bas- 
ketcase. I can’t seem to concentrate on my 
studies (?) for longer than 10 minutes without 
weeping, or cursing the French for speaking 
a different language than me, or both. 

But lucky for me, I can turn to Student 
Review for refuge, for escape, for laughter. 
Like the time two staff persons came over to 
copy edit, but we ended up ordering a pizza 
and some tricky stix and having a conversa- 
tion reminiscent of those choice talks girls 
always have in the dorms (can we say 
“repressed?”). Or the meeting a few weeks 
ago when Cami told the story about a guy 
who had a little “accident” on a date with his 
dream girl and had to walk through the 
streets of New York City with a sweater on 
his legs (the poopy pants story). Then there 
was that distribution party when we all ate 
pizza and talked about what men and women 
look for in each other (the men said they 
wanted somebody attractive, and the women 


wanted somebody nice, right? But really 
what it all comes down to is good kissing, 
and, well, somebody to rub my head...) 

We’ ve talked about everything from lit- 
erature to counseling to movies to leg-shav- 
ing. Bathroom habits have been discussed, 
embarrassing stories told, sins confessed, and 
personal space invaded. But above all else, 
we’ve eaten lots and lots of pizza. And, oh 
yeah, we’ ve even written some stories. 

Yes, Student Review is my haven of 
safety, the sunbeam of hope in my otherwise 
cloudy sky...Simply put, Student Review is 
life. Well, not really, because it only comes 
out once or twice a month, and it would be 
really embarrassing if life only happened to 
me once or twice a month (yeah, I know, I 
need therapy). But I suppose it’s kind of like 
life—you know, challenging, purposeful, pro- 
gressive, not easy but worth it... 

But what is Student Review to you? Is it 
your refuge from a troubled world of finals? 
Is it fun? Is it worth it? The bottom line is 
that this should be your forum. That’s right— 
yours. But in order for it to really be that 
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kind of forum, there needs to be a little more 
participation. You don’t have to join the staff 
to participate (although we’d love it if you 
did, in fact, join the staff). Just give us your 
feedback. Tell us what you think. Help us 
change. Help us reflect what it is that you 
guys are really thinking and talking about. 

Or better yet, take the next step and 
think it out in print. That’s what Student 
Review is all about. It’s about giving you the 
chance to say it, to speak it, to voice it. To 
publish in Student Review is to take a 
chance, that’s true. Not everyone will agree 
with you, not everyone will understand you. 
But somebody will. Somebody can be 
enriched, enlightened, entertained. You can 
make a difference in the lives of others 
through your writing. Maybe not everyone, 
but some. You can matter. 

So please please please flood our post 
office box with your stories, your letters, 
your donations. Student Review needs you, 
because you need Student Review. And don’t 
forget to eat lots of pizza. 


ér@studentreview.com 
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safety awareness in provo 


- By Brooke Wilson 


lee to be careful. Let me tell you a story: last winter, all was 
ght. Then one night a disturbed individual broke into 


tole my planner and checkbook. (Yes, it was stupid that I 
i ; left my planner and checkbook in the car, but I’m guessing I was under 
a lot of stress and in my confusion forgot to take it out.) Anyway, I had 
es to geta new checking account, report my stolen goods to the police, 
and receive counseling for the loss of my planner (of which I am better 
and currently functioning without one). Over the course of the month, 
~ the thief wrote several checks totaling $200. The most disturbing (I saw 
the stolen checks) was a check written to Dairy Queen for $30! What 
_ kind of person eats thirty dollars worth of Dairy Queen? I was outraged 
that this lying, thieving woman—it was a chick because of her beautiful 
handwriting —was masquerading as Brooke Wilson, outstanding citizen, 
and the town of Orem believed her. Stripped of my identity, I was 
eo Now I am bitter, so I am helping you protect yourself from 
and | other riff-raff. December is a huge month for 


<- ere are some tips from Lt. Mark West of the 
Provo Police: 


ri Riff-raff look for opportunities; out of sight, out of mind. 
Put packages and gifts in the trunk. Things that are visible are 
more likely to be stolen. 


© Park cars in well lit areas. Lock your doors. 


° Lock your house. In Provo, it is no longer safe to have an 
unlocked home. 


¢ Have a good dead bolt for your home; use it. 
© Mountain Bikes are a hot item. Keep them indoors and out 
of sight (away from windows). 


© Use common sense. 


_ Another issue I feel the need to address is safety. As children we 
were taught to stay clear of strangers . Now we have to stay clear of 
peepers, rapists, and social clowns. Don’t be fooled into thinking Provo 
_ isa sleepy town and all the action takes place,in Police Beat. The 


“Tis the season to be jolly, fa la la la la. But amongst this merriment, 


DQ-gluttons and other viff-raf, 


Holiday Rapist, who was just picked up, was charged with peeping at 
King Henry Apts. just one month before his arrest. Many situations like 
this go on every night in Provo. We have all heard the lesson in Relief 

Society from Officer Scoobee—we wouldn’t have these special meet- 

ings if there wasn’t a need for the lesson. There is a need and we can’t 
ignore it. We can’t think that if we get into trouble SAC Man will save 
us; it doesn’t work that way. Here are some ways to stay out of trouble: 


© Watch the people around you. Walk on well-lit streets with 
traffic. 


¢ Before going to your locked car, have your keys in hand so 
that you can open the door quickly. 


° Check the back of your car before getting in. Small key 
chain flashlights are helpful. 


° Peepers go where it’s good. Ladies’ apartments are an easy 
target. Make sure blinds are turned the right way. Don’t 
undress in front of windows. 


° If you see someone suspicious, call the police. If the viola- 
tor is identified, it is harder for them to commit a crime. 
(This is how the Holiday Rapist was caught.) 
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A response to Perry Smith’s Feminism, Liberalism and BYU 


Perry’s reaction to the Clothesline pro- _ 
ject and the “Take Back the Night” rally 
are just a fraction of the misunderstandings 


by Joey Dempster 

Smith, Perry. Feminism, Liberalism and BYU. 
Springville, UT: Cedar Fort, Inc., 1996. 138 pages. 
$12.95 


Feminism, Liberalism and BYU by 
Perry Smith sounds like a well-researched 
criticism of political ideologies at BYU. It 
is not. If you buy it for that reason, you 
will be very disappointed. However, if 
you’re looking for superficial analysis, 
sweeping generalities, and self-aggran- 
dizement, the $12 price will seem like a 
bargain. 

The book begins with a foreword by 
Patrick Henry Hansen, a self-described 
“political commentator.” The tone is set 
with a single sentence: “When Perry Smith 
and other conservatives vocally challenge 
liberal elites at BYU, the rector scale 
rises” (p. xv). Of course, what he really 
should -have said was “the Richter scale 
rises,” referring to a term commonly used 
to describe the measurement of seismic 
activity. Patrick didn’t know the real term; 
he didn’t do his research. Perry has the 
same problem throughout the book. 

Instead of clearly identifying the 
tenets of feminist ideology which he 
opposes, Perry tells a series of anecdotes 
demonstrating his unwillingness to listen 
to the other side before condemning it. 

An example of this is Perry’s account 
of VOICE’s annual “Take Back the Night” 
rally. After a mocking description of the 
event, he offers the following conclusion: 
“When these strong feminists get together 
for their most significant event each year, 
they are getting together to tell all of their 
vulnerability as victims of a patriarchal 
society... [They] yell, display angry mes- 
sages and make sure that all within the 
sound of their voices know that they are 
helpless victims who intend to ‘Take Back 
the Night!” (p. 64). Clearly, Perry has 
misunderstood their intentions. Any intel- 
ligent observer would see that they are 
demonstrating precisely because they are 


not vulnerable and weak; they are taking 
responsibility for their lives and standing 
up to the patriarchal society that has 
oppressed them for centuries. 

Perry also takes exception to a 
clothesline display of T-shirts imprinted 
with messages from survivors of domestic 
violence. This display’ was part of a 
national art therapy campaign designed 
not only to allow women an avenue 
through which they can express their pain 
and frustration, but also to increase aware- 
ness of domestic and sexual violence 
against women. In reference to a shirt 
which read “Suicide can seem better than 
living through a Temple Marriage,” Perry 
asks, “Is it not contradictory for a person 
to hold the LDS Temple sacred on one 
hand, and then not be offended by a mes- 


consider their real arguments. Rather, he 
superimposes his notion of militant misfits 
who should “focus on the ... need society 
has for them” (p. 64). Bearing and raising 
children, no doubt. Perry might argue that 
that’s the way it is, the way God designed 
it: men have roles, as do women. What he 
refuses to believe, however, is that, 
whether by design or chance, we are all 
individuals, and we find happiness in dif- 
ferent ways. A woman might find peace 
and purpose in building houses, or human 
life, or both, and no one, not Perry Smith, 
not BYU, not even God, has the right to 
deny her that choice. If her choice com- 
promises a part of life that is widely held 
to be “essential” to happiness, it may be 
advised against, but not denied. Twice 
Perry invokes the welfare of the children 


and ill-founded conclusions upon which : 


his arguments rest. If Perry’s intent weré 


ee ee 


a tell 


3 


simply to respond to ideas with which he | 


does not agree, the book would merely be 
ineffectual. But the sinister reality is that 
Perry takes things one step further, 
demanding that those with whom he dis- 
agrees be silenced or leave BYU altogeth- 
er. This desire isn’t implied; it is flaunted. 
In an article in the Deseret News, he 
proudly proclaims: “The feminists should 


all go to Berkeley where they belong. Let’s — 


face it. It’s true. Berkeley is the place for 
whining women with shaved heads and 
belly-button rings...” (p. 43). As if this 


offensive stereotyping were not bad 


Perry’s reaction to. the Clothesline project and the “Take Back the Night” 


rally are just a fraction of the misunderstandings and ill-founded conclu- 
sions upon which his arguments rest. 


sage that places it on a lower level than 
suicide on the other?” (p. 62).Perhaps an 
answer other than silencing the expression 
can be found. The person who holds the 
temple sacred could be moved to try and 
understand what could induce such a feel- 
ing. Maybe that person would become 
more sensitive to the damage done by 
domestic violence and become active in 
preventing it, or simply resolve to never do 
anything that could lead someone to deval- 
ue the temple. Prohibiting this expression 
that Perry finds difficult to hear con- 
tributes to the mistaken notion that exists 
among many that being married in the 
temple guarantees a happy ever-after, and 
that leaving an abusive temple marriage is 
wrong. Calling an expression of this trou- 
bling reality “inappropriate” and “offen- 
sive” is irresponsible selfishness: 

Perry misunderstands ‘because his 
brand of conservatism dictates that he not 


to show that feminisim is harmful. Once 
again, he misses the boat so he builds his 
own. When did VOICE advocate neglect- 
ing children? “Well,” someone like Perry 
might respond, “encouraging women to 
work outside the home is the same thing.” 
Hardly. There can be no doubt that once a 
life has been created it must be cared for. 
Feminists have the audacity to point out 
that this consideration should not be limit- 
ed to the mother. Sharing the care of chil- 
dren equally is a viable, undeniably 
healthy alternative. It is merely a societal 
convention that once a child is born, the 
mother is responsible for day-to-day care. 
Alternatively, feminism suggests that 
some women might be happier pursuing 
other goals than raising a family. In this 
case, whether or not Perry thinks they are 
missing out on something, no children are 
being neglected: 


enough, he goes on to say, “I believe that 


VOICE should be shut down” (p. 133). He © 


then summons all of his considerable arro- 


- gance and states, “I believe a women’s 


group is fine to have on BYU’s campus, 
but one that truly understands the mission 
of the university and its sponsors and seeks 
to further that mission” (p. 133). 

Certainly there is room for criticism of 
feminism and its various incarnations (for 
example, see http://www.isc.org/men/arti- 
cles/purity.html), but to silence feminists 
at BYU is to become an accomplice to the 
oppression that has created the need for 
such a movement. In his conclusion, Perry 
addresses American liberals: “We will 
defeat you, before you defeat truth” (p. 
138). His last error is his greatest, for lib- 
eralism and feminism do not seek to 
destroy truth, but rather to find it. 


*"@eecu™ 
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A Troubling Game of Hide-And-Go-Seek 


by Taryn Wahiquist 


I am troubled by many things. My french homework, for one, has 
brought tears to my eyes on more than one occasion. I’m not above weep- 
‘ing Over my literature class either. My troubles, however, go beyond those 
- of a secular nature. 
’ Tt has become clear to me in recent months that I, and many of my 
Latter-Day Saint friends, have been hiding. This truth became evident to 
‘me one evening as I discussed religion with a close friend, and he 
‘responded to a hypothetical question of mine with a sermon on all the 
answers being found in the scriptures. It became even more evident to me 
as I recalled a recent sacrament meeting talk in which we heard more 
quotes and scriptures than we did of the speaker’s own voice. I also 
remember an experience I had as a freshman 
here when three non-LDS missionaries from 
“another university approached a friend and tas 
"we were sitting on the grass outside the library. 
They quoted many a biblical reference, and we 
in turn spouted off our scripture masteries in 
defense. 


This troubles me. Not that my friend that every Mormon is familiar 


believes in the truth of the scriptures, or that a 
speaker in sacrament meeting turns to the scrip- 
tures and to latter-day revelation for strength 
and support of his topic. Nor does it trouble me 
that I was able to recall a few scripture master- 
ies. ’'m certain my seminary teachers would 
have been proud (and perhaps a little sur- 
prised), and I believe God delights in the faith of my dear friend and every 
member who has the courage to speak in sacrament meeting. 
What concerns me is that these individuals, including myself, have 
hidden behind these scriptural references. When I quoted Moroni 10:4-5, 
-was-T really: telling those girls what I believed? Or was I sticking with 
“what I:knew to be safe? In retrospect, I’m inclined to believe the latter. I 
could have said a lot of things to those girls without the help of Moroni. I 
could have shared any number of experiences through which I came to 
understand the truth of certain principles. I could have said anything... 
that was my own. Can Moroni speak for me? By simply quoting a scrip- 
ture that every Mormon is familiar with, was I really hiding some deeper, 
more intense doubt? 
As my friend and I discussed religion late one night, the seriousness 
of it all weighed very heavy. Looking back, though, I can’t help wonder- 
ing if there wasn’t something more profound that we were missing. Were 
we telling each other what we really felt and believed, or were we mere- 
ly reciting what we’d been taught? 


Can Moroni speak for me? 


By simply quoting a scripture 


with, was I really hiding some 


deeper, more intense doubt? 


Religious regurgitation is a practice in which I find myself frequently 
immersed and often participating. I wonder what it is that we’re all afraid 
of. Perhaps I fear that if I say what it is I really think and feel about some- 
thing, I will somehow be thought less of, or be found unacceptable to 
those around me. Perhaps I would become the relief society “project.” 
When they pass out slips of paper in sunday school and ask everyone to 
write down one thing they’re going to do this week to serve others, some- 
one will write “help Taryn find the truth again.” 

The very idea makes me laugh. At the same time it troubles me 
beyond comprehension. It is absurd to think that I am less faithful than the 
rest because I have honestly said what I think rather than quoted a scrip- 
ture. I believe that faith is not a tangible thing. It is a journey. I’ve heard 
talk of the straight and narrow being the one true path, but when it comes 
to faith, I don’t buy that. It is true that in matters 
of behavior, the commandments have clearly 
been laid out before us. This straight and narrow 
is fairly easy to identify. But as far as the faith- 
journey is concerned, I am reluctant to believe 
that there is only one way to reach the destina- 
tion. Isn’t that the plan that Satan wanted? To 
make us clones? To limit our intellectual agency 
and guide us by the hand back home? I submit 
that if we are afraid to think for ourselves and 
find our own answers to the questions of life, 
then we have chosen the wrong plan. If I had 
wanted to come to Earth and be told what to 
think and how to believe, I would have fought on 
Satan’s side. I would now be spending my time 
perverting the plan of the Savior and leading hearts away from the true 
and living God. 

So the question becomes: What is it that God intended? Did he intend 
for me to sit at my kitchen table into the early hours of the morning with 
a friend quoting scripture and spitting out information that I learned in 
Sunday School? Or for my friend to lecture me on the truth of the scrip- 
tures when what I really asked him was, “What do you think about this?” 
Did God intend for me to blindly follow church leaders without ever find- 
ing out if that’s really where my convictions lie? I don’t know what God 
intended, but my heart tells me that that’s not it. 

More than a test, life is a journey in faith. Life on earth allows us to 
face the uncertainties that lie within each one of us. We simply cannot 
hide forever, and we certainly cannot hide from God. If he is indeed omni- 
scient, then exposing our insecurity can be nothing less than curative. 
Giving voice to our doubts allows us to face the fear, to conquer it. When 
I stand before my God, I hope to stand with a heart free from fear, a mind 
clearly focused, and nothing but the naked truth that lies within me. 


INJES 
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personal space invasion: a truly heinous crime. 


by Cami Hill 


Long ago, in an era far, far away (the early 
eighties), my father purchased an Atari—you 
know the ancient ancestor of such modern day 
delights as Sega and Nintendo. Now, this Atari 
came with all the usual games; we owned Pac 
Man, Ms. Pac Man, Q-Bert, and a whole host of 
others. But the game that seemed to spend the 
most time on our television screen was, without 
a doubt, Space Invaders. In this game, alien 
spacecraft in the sky slowly worked their way 
down the screen and shot little alien missiles at 
you—the weird-looking earthbound fellow. You 


(the weird-looking earthbound fellow) didn’t 


take this sort of alien abuse lightly (no, this isn’t 
a review of Independence Day) and fired right 
back at the ships. The more ships you shot, the 
faster they came down. These evil alien invaders 
got closer and closer to you, and eventually they 
would land on earth, effectively ending life as 
you knew it, and proclaiming it triumphantly in 
large orange letters: GAME OVER. As I have 
grown older, I have come to the realization that 
my life is just one big game of Space Invaders— 
personal space invaders—and although I play 
the part of the weird-looking earthbound fellow, 
I’m definitely not the one in control of the joy- 
stick. 

In the game as it is played in my life, three 
major types of invaders exist. I will list them in 
ascending order from those that suck the least to 
those that suck the most: close talkers, close 
standers, and touchers. Although these cate- 
gories seem to be inclusive, in reality they are 
far different. 

The close talkers get as close to you as they 
can in an effort to make sure their spittle hits 
your face on at least one occasion during the 
course of the conversation. They also speak 
quite loudly, another clear invasion of personal 
space. 

Close standers just get as close to you as 
possible without saying a word. They’re the 


people who are behind you in the grocery store, 
and seem to think that by standing as close to 
you as possible their tasks will be more quickly 
completed. Tailgaters also fall into the close 
standers category, because, let’s face it, it’s the 
same principle. Riding the bumper of the car in 
front of you isn’t going to get you where you’ re 
going one second faster, because the boundary 
invasion is going to cause the invaded to slow 
down just to irritate you. Close standers are also 
the kind of people who sit too close to you. 
They’re the kind of people who will enter a 
practically empty movie theater, and pick the 
seat right next to yours. They’re the kind of peo- 
ple who, faced with the choice of either, a) sit- 
ting on the other end of the sofa or bench; or b) 
plunking right down next to you, will invariably 
choose to get as close to you as possible. Close 
standers can pretty much be referred to as heat- 
seeking missiles. Wherever there is body heat 
you will find them, because they can’t bear to be 
alone. 

The touchers are the worst of the space 
invaders. Whenever they speak to you, they not 
only stand too close, they reach out and touch 
you with every comment they make. A hand pat 
here, a brush to the arm there, an occasional 
stroke of the knee—all of these are totally unac- 
ceptable. Worst of all, however, are those who 
feel inclined to hug. Okay, you meet someone 
for the first time: do you a) shake their hand; or 
b) embrace them as if you just found out the two 


of you were separated at birth? Most girls at 
BYU would have to answer b. I know, because 
I’m always discovering a new sister. 

Now that I have identified some of the char- 
acteristics of the enemy, learning to evade, 
avoid, and if possible, destroy these heinous per- 
sonal space invaders is our mission. First of all, 
once a positive identification has been made, 
make sure that you are never alone with the 
invader. Keep at least one person between you 
and them at all times. If this is impossible, just 
saying no and walking away are appropriate 
evasion tactics. When the toucher comes too 
close, and is moving in for the hug, just stand as 
stiff as a board; don’t return the embrace, I guar- 
antee they’ll let go. Although the Atari version 
boasted missiles to:shoot at the offending ali n 


liens, 
I feel these should only be employed in extreme 
situations—like the drunk man who sat next to 
me on the airplane, filling my nostrils with beer 
breath, and my ear with a sob story. I felt a mis- 
sile was needed; at the very least I should have 
been provided with a Valium, and I don’t know 
who should have received it—him or me. 
Remember, these offenders are clever. Often 
they’ll try to hug you or pat your hand under the 
guise of offering comfort, while you want to- 
drive a pen through your temple. They mean 
well, but don’t give in; once your defenses have 
been breached, it becomes easier and easier to 
allow these people in. Be strong, because once 
they land on your territory the GAME’S OVER. 


Tall man: You know, | just want the kind of girlfriend who will scoot up next to me in 


the cab of the truck. 


Tall man in sweats: Girls who wear sweats have just given up on life. 


Confident Girl: 
weekend. 


| think I'll wear that tight, blue sequinned dress to Preference this 


Insecure Friend: No! Don’t wear that. He'll see what you really look like! 


‘j 


my true love gave to me... 


twelve happy christmas couples in utah valley 


ummer Anne and Steve 
; I met Steve at the ward opening social my freshman year. We had to 
play, “Do you love your neighbor?” and he said yes. We immediately 
starting dating, but we had to wind things down toward the end of the 
year so he could go on his mission. We decided that I should stay at the 

! ie. Spring, term so that we could be closer, and I could send him packages for 


: - days that he was gone. On me hump day, I sent him a package with pieces of fabric 
‘from all the bridesmaid dresses (we decided who they were before he left). I told him 
a that he would have to wait to see my dress. Anyway, he got back last week, and we’re 
; getting married the day after Christmas. I know we’ll be happy. 


A Chery! and Peter © 


Picking out the ring was the biggest dilemma Chery] and I ever 
faced. She refused to look with me. She said that this was like a test: if I 
really knew her, I would get the right ring. So I fasted and prayed last 
Sunday, and Monday morning I went to the mall. Needless to say, I was 


%, bit nervous. I’d only known Cheryl a month or two, and I didn’t want to screw this 
__ up. She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. My righteousness paid off. The spirit 


led me straight to the ring of Cheryl’s dreams. I have to admit it was a bit pricy, but I 
can’t put a price on our love. I proposed last night and she loved it. We are both anx- 
ious to seal our love in just twelve days. 


_ Josh and Paula 


I’m scared. Paula and I nave been dating since 1992, but I still 
sometimes wonder if this is the right thing to do. It all seems so sudden. 
‘Like when I bought her that ring last Christmas, I never expected the 
wedding to come this quickly. Do I really want to tie myself to just one 
woman? I mean, I love Paula, but this is forever we’re talking about, unless, of course, 


_we get divorced. The chances of that are high, you know. Both my parents are 
_ divorced. And we fight a lot. I hear that contributes to marital problems. Also, I read 


this thing a few weeks ago that said if you don’t buy her a big ring, the probability for 


_ marital satisfaction is low. And I have to admit, her ring’s not that big. Will we be sat- 


isfied? 


_ Ben and Erin 


Ben and I were married last Christmas. It was perfect. I was the 
@e blushing bride and Ben was the handsome groom. We didn’t have to 
sa return one gift and we even got all of our china and silver settings. The 
unfortunate thing, though, was that we had to rent two U-haul trucks to 
get our stuff back to Provo. Ben’s dad was nice enough to drive up our newly-pur- 


_ chased Range Rover. All of our gifts are now settled into our house on the river bot- 


toms. I am reminded this year of how perfect our life is on our one year anniversary 
with the arrival of our beautiful, perfect, Mackenzie. 


Bob and Andrea 


Well, I met Sister Stewart, uh, Andrea, in the mission field. But 
before you jump to any conclusions, we were never in the same district. 
The fact that I was AP may have drawn her to me, but she made no 
advances until we were home. Mind you, when the opportunity arose, 


_ we felt no guilt or remorse about the fact that we were able to build upon our relation- 


ship of trust. Andrea and I are getting married December 18th and we feel that our 
mission enabled us to further establish a common ground in the gospel. 


Jim and Lynette 

When Jim called me Netty on our first date, I knew he was mine. I 
called him the next night and asked him out to dinner and a movie. We 
had a marvelous time. Before he could jump out of the car, I invited him 
to the fireside on Sunday. He stammered (it was cold out), and he said 


yes. The fireside was great; the topic was marriage. I held Jim’s hand. I called him 
Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday. He finally returned my calls and explained that he 
was really busy but that he’d call me back later. I brought brownies by his apartment 
because he was so stressed. He really likes me—I can tell. I’m hoping we’ll be next 
year’s happy Christmas couple. 


LaDawn and Clive 


I have always gone to the rodeo, but I have never found a guy 
fee Whose Wrangler jeans fit well enough...then I saw Clive. With his Garth 
Sam Brooks shirt, his tight fittin’ jeans, and those ropers, I knew he was des- 
tined to be mine. Our first date, he took me line dancing. Boy, could he 
move. Our reception will be at the cultural hall with bales of hay and even my Uncle 
Wayne’s band will be playing. It will be the best reception the town has ever seen. 


Nephi and Ruth 


Nephi was the first man I dated. He took me to the Varsity Theater, 
volleyball games, plays on campus, and even football games. Nephi is 
such a thinker. To give us time to get to know each other, he suggested 
that we walk to all of these functions. I was so impressed by his vast 
knowledge of the scriptures and back issues of the Ensign. I knew right away that if I 
married him, he would teach our children so much. I prayed every night that God 
would make him mine. My prayers were answered and we are getting married the day 
after finals end. 


Cynthia and Michael 


I put my name on the Wymount waiting list a year ago, because I 
had this feeling that I would soon meet the one. This was also the year 
that I gained a testimony of the inspiration of callings. I was called to 
the Ward Activity Committee and so was he. Michael and [I hit it off 
right away, planning activities, throwing ward parties, and doing our best to make 
everyone’s year really fun. As soon as Michael and I began dating I was certain that 
my call to the WAC was straight from God and that I was inspired to put my name on 
the Wymount list. We are getting married at Christmas and we’ll move into our new 
apartment when we return. 


Alan and Brooke 
All I wanted was a girl to scoot up next to me in the cab of the 
wma truck. Brooke agreed. The end. 


Heath was engaged thrice. Then came Lucinda. Now he’s been 
engaged four times. And this time it looks as if he’ll actually go through 
with it. Heath needs to get married; he’s been thinking about it for WAY 
too long. Lucinda, on the other hand, has never dated a soul. She can’t 
wait to finally kiss Heath over the altar. He had made advances in the past, but Lucinda 
would not relent. December 27th will be a happy day for Heath and Lucinda. Go 
Heath go. 


Priscilla and Andrew 

Priscilla was the biggest mistake I ever made. I thought I loved her, 
I even told her that I did. But I lied. It took us three weeks to even find 
a ring. Two weeks later, she decided she didn’t like it. What was I sup- 
posed to do? So I got her another one. It only took her a week to hate 
that one. I talked to my therapist and told her the problem. She advised me to be 
aggressive, to be a man. So I dumped Priscilla and I’m taking my therapist out this 
weekend. If things work out, I’ve already got the ring—two, in fact. 


| You might need therapy ip... 


If you’ ve begun describing the events of your life in terms of 
“sucks” and “doesn’t suck” 


If you have issues with personal space invasion 

If you think the Jazz is God’s team 

If you’ ve never been kissed— and you’re married 

If you think BYU is too liberal 

If your roommates need to go to therapy because of you 

If everyone within a 4-block radius knows about your problems 
If you wear Teva’s in December 

If you thought Physical Science 100 was really interesting 

If you’re the editor of Student Review 

If you think gold looks good on a uniform 


If, when thinking of random discussion topics, “sex with furniture” is 
the first thing that comes to your mind 


If you think “fetch” is a nice alternative to swearing 


If you curl up in a ball and whimper just because you can’t find any- 
thing good to eat in your cupboard 


If you cry everytime you do your homework 


If you thought the Unifarce was serious 


the poopy pants sfory 


There was this guy—let’s call him Bob. Bob, like, had this 
totally major crush on this girl—let’s call her Janet. Bob wor- 
shiped Janet from afar for many a moon. Until, finally, one day 
Bob girded up his loins, gathered his courage, and hung up on 
Janet three times before finally asking, you know, if you could, if 
you don’t have anything better to do (pause for breath) go out with 
me on Saturday night. Janet agreed. 

To celebrate his triumphant act of courage, and Janet’s capitu- 
lation, on Friday night Bob went out and became high on life, 
intoxicated, and otherwise got totally wasted. The brilliant 
Saturday morning light forced Bob to confront the fact that he had 
the mother of all hangovers. Diarrhea ensued. Vomiting followed. 
Bob began to question whether or not he was fit to go on the date. 
But as he contemplated Janet, that-brunette goddess of love, he 
knew he was faced with a once-Wga-lifetime opportunity which 
nothing, especially something which could be taken care of with a 
little Mylanta, should stand in the way of. 

So Bob and Janet boarded the love train, and headed into New 
York City. Bob wined and dined her in an exclusive and expensive 
restaurant where they passed out complimentary soaps in the bath- 
room—not that Bob would know. As the waiter approached to take 
their order, Bob noted that his intestinal distress was worsening; it 
would not be denied: Bob had to fart. While Janet was speaking 
with the waiter, Bob decided to let a little gas secretly escape. 
Instead, he pooped his pants. Bob began to perspire. In an effort to 
appear as if nothing was wrong, Bob leaned forward with his 
elbows on the table, and began talking very loudly. This also alle- 
viated the warm squishy sensation. Janet remained oblivious. 

After they finished eating and were leaving the restaurant Bob 
exclaimed, “Oh, Janet, I forgot that I told my friend I’d buy him a 
sweater at the Gap. Do you mind if we go buy one?” 

Janet, ever accommodating, and obviously odiferously chal- 
lenged, replied, “No, of course not.” 

Their trip to the Gap was short because Bob grabbed the first 
sweater he saw, and then carefully concealed a pair of pants 
beneath the sweater. When he reached the counter, he was faced 
with a gum-chewing trainee whose IQ hovered somewhere near 
the 80s. Bob leaned over and, looking deeply in her eyes, instruct- 
ed through clenched teeth, “Just the pants. Just the pants.” 

The salesgirl, now thoroughly confused, and understanding 
that this intense stranger was trying to say something important, 
answered, “Huh?” 


If you think “Condorman” is a really great film 
If your diamond ring is your best friend 


If you find Bugs Bunny attractive when he dresses up like a girl 
bunny 


If your favorite movie is anything with Kevin Costner in it 

If you check your e-mail more than 27 times a day 

If you enjoy bishop’s interviews 

If you’ ve taken your date to the international cinema more than 7 
times and you wonder why she doesn’t want to go out with you any- 
more 


If you think Provo is a really exciting place 


If you worked at Taco Bell for two years and saved your “Employee 
of the Month” plaques (that’s plural because you received two) 


If you live in a small Utah town with the suffix -fork 
If your best friend is a stuffed monkey 
If you actually cried when you found out Steve Young was engaged 


If, every time you get a headache, you are convinced that means you 
have a brain tumor 


If your favorite scripture is found in the Song of Solomon 


Bob quietly but forcefully repeated himself, praying Janet was- 
n’t finding this exchange more than a little odd. The salesgirl 


seemed to grasp what he was saying, so 
Bob turned back to make conversation with 
Janet, heaving a mental sigh of relief. 

Bob and Janet reboarded the train, and 
prepared to return home. After the jour- 
ney was underway, Bob turned to Janet 
and told her he needed to use the facili- 
ties. He picked up the bag 
and speedily headed for 
the restroom. Once there, 
he tore off his pants and 
underwear, overjoyed to 
be relieved of his not-so- 
fresh burden. Holding them 
aloft, he opened the train win- 
dow and flung them out, happy 
to sacrifice them to the dat- 
ing gods. He then opened - 
the Gap bag, ready to put 
on his pants, and when he pulled 
them out it was: THE SWEATER. 
Bob began to perspire. Realizing 
there was no way to salvage 
this, pull it off, or otherwise 
make this situation seem 
normal, Bob put his legs 
into the arms of the 
sweater, and got off the 
train at the next stop. 
He proceeded to call 
his roommate from 
a pay phone in 
New York City, 
wearing one 
sweater on 
his chest, and one on 
his behind. His kind roommate drove to the 
rescue, and poor Janet was abandoned on the 
train, never to hear from Bob again. 
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 % Z 
ts t’s not too often these days that bands from the sixties and seventies 
follow up a comeback album with a disc entirely consisting of 
wrenching, innovative improvisation — but then, most bands aren’t 
ef ; King Crimson. On its latest release, THRaKaTTaK, the band spliced 
= together improvisational segments from a string of concerts from its 
recent world tour, creating a seamless sonic landscape that’s exhilarat- 
ing, disturbing and uncompromising in its musical virtuosity. 

The CD is framed by the opening and closing sections of the title 
track off Crimson’s 1994 album, THRAK. While performing this piece 
live, the band spends several minutes exploring new musical territory in 

the middle improvisational section. The band decided to string together 

some of the most adventurous pieces after a fan suggested it on an 

Internet mailing list devoted to the group (their web page can be found 

at: http://www.cs.man.ac.uk/aig/staff/toby/et/). Releasing this album was 
a daring leap for a band so recently re-emerging in the modern music 
world, but not without precedent. King Crimson’s musical history is 
filled with these kinds of musical risks—changing styles of music and 
often musicians from one album to the next. In fact, the only member 

___ of the band who has remained through each of its various incarnations is 

ae guitarist Robert Fripp. But through it all, the music has retained an 

a “unmistakable quality that King Crimson embodies. THRaKaTTaK is a 

4 fitting new chapter in this patchwork musical history. On this album, as 

“on THRAK, Fripp is joined by Adrian Belew (who has played with 

_ Frank Zappa, Talking Heads, Laurie Anderson, David Bowie, etc.) on 

: guitar, Tony Levin (who has played with everyone and their dogs, 

.. including Peter Gabriel, Paul Simon and John Lennon) on electric 

i upright bass, Bill Bruford (of Yes, UK, Gong, Earthworks, etc.) on per- 

cussion, Pat Mastelotto (he’s played with XTC, David Sylvian and the 

Rembrandts) on more percussion, and Trey Gunn (a former guitar stu- 

__ dent of Fripp’s and sideman on several other Fripp projects) on Warr 

3 - Guitar. This lineup is collectively the most accomplished group of 

a "musicians who have ever performed as King Crimson at one time, and 

cs their experience shows. 

ein many music reviews, most of the space is spent discussing the rela- 
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attack of the crimson king 


tive benefits of one song or another from the disc—in this case, there 
are no songs as such to discuss. The album segues from one dark, fore- 
boding place into another. The listeners may feel as though they’re 
spending an hour jumping back and forth from the frying pan into the 
fire, but with the intoxicating feeling of slightly missing the burn, over 
and over. ThaKaTTaK is definitely not an album for everybody. It’s not 
relaxing music, it’s not catchy music, it’s not even fun music. But for 
those of you with a taste for reaching new places on the sonic map, 

this disc will probably be the most interesting thing you hear in a long, 
long time. King Crimson released this disc on its own label (most of 
their albums are released through Virgin), so although large music stores 
will probably have it, it may be hard to find if you’re not fond of visit- 
ing Media Play or Incredible Universe. So, if you really want to get it, 
you can contact Possible Productions (which specializes in selling King 
Crimson and Robert Fripp-related material) at: 351 Magnolia Avenue, 
Long Beach, CA, 90802. Their phone number is (310) 435-5901 and 
their e-mail address is PossProd@aol.com. And no, I’m not affiliated 


with them. I just thought you might want to know. 


Provo, UT 84601 Phone -801 374 0848 Fax 801 374 0323 


154 N. University Ave 


The Worst of the 
Worst: Christmas 
Edition 


by Darren Wilcox 


Well, Christmas is upon us. For some it is a 
time for friends, family, and presents. For me it’s 
a break from school and a chance to catch up on 
the movies I’ve missed. With this in mind, I dedi- 
cated myself to hours of research and came up 
with my picks for the five worst Christmas 
movies of all-time. Hey, anyone can name the 
five best, that’s easy. To find the worst took hard 
work, pessimism and a little luck. So, keep in 
mind that these are the opinions of this writer and 
if you don’t agree, balderdash in a fiddle-de-de, 
Billy-boy, as Santa would say. On with the list, 
given in decreasing order to make me feel like 
my hero, David Letterman! 

Number 5: “Look Who’s Talking Now.” 
John Travolta and Kirstie Alley headline the third 
movie in a series that should have ended after 
one. The story is set at Christmas, so it qualifies. I 
didn’t laugh at the last movie they did and this 
one was surprisingly worse. However, it comes in 
at five because it had a couple funny lines, and 
Travolta’s boss was beautiful. L found myself 
rooting for an affair, though the plot was so pre- 
dictable I knew it wouldn’t actually happen. 

The talking dogs could have been funny, but 
they weren’t the focus of the movie as I was led 
to believe by the title. If you’re going to make a 
movie with talking dogs, let them talk more. 
Overall, not worth the buck-fifty I paid to rent it. 

Number 4: “A Very Brady Christmas.” 
Enough with the Brady’s! I liked the Brady movie 
from a couple years back only because they 
weren't in it. This was bad. It tried to be funny, 
but I wasn’t laughing. Of course everyone has a 
problem that is miraculously resolved by the end. 
The attempt at drama by having a building fall on 
Mike Brady made me laugh instead of care 
whether or not he was okay. I kind of wished they 
had put the script and all copies of this movie in 
the building before it fell on him. That would 
have been worthwhile. This was on TV and for 


good reason. Skip it and watch the Discovery 
Channel instead. 

Number 3: “It Happened One Christmas.” A 
bad remake of one of my favorite Christmas 
movies, “It’s a Wonderful Life.” This one stars 
Marlo Thomas as a female version of George 
Bailey. I like most modern remakes of classic 
movies almost as much as a good barium enema, 
and this one is no exception. 

The feminist view on this story just didn’t do 
it for me. I prefer the original, for as the saying 
goes, “if it ain’t broke, don’t try and remake it, 
changing the main character and ruining the story 
in the process.” Or something like that. 

Number 2: “Trapped in Paradise.” Set at 
Christmas time around a robbery, this movie was 
deceptively bad. How often would you see a cast 
of John Lovitz, Dana Carvey and Nicolas Cage 
and expect a bad movie? However, the cast was 
wasted here. Lovitz and Carvey are two of my 
favorite funny men, but they weren’t funny. It 
should have been titled, “Trapped in a bad script.” 

This was so bad I wanted to fast forward 
through it. The plot was one bad gag after anoth- 
er, the characters were boring and one-dimension- 
al and the ending was pathetic. It was as if the 
writers decided they had to end the movie and it 
had to be happy, so they wrote a quick ending and 
called it a day. Don’t bother with this one, it’s a 
waste. It did teach me one thing: never pick up a 
strange movie at the video store just because the 
actors in it are funny. Check the director and 
screenwriter first. 

Number 1: (Drum role please) “Santa Claus 
Conquers the Martians.” Ever heard of this gem? 
I promise it exists; it was made in 1964 and stars 
Pia Zadora as an eight-year old martian girl. 
Jamie Farr of “M*A*S*H*” fame also plays a 
martian. The costumes are horrid and the music is 
cheesy, though you do get to sing along at the 
end. I had to check the box to make sure Ed 
Wood didn’t direct this masterpiece. 

I won’t even start on the plot because it’s not 
worth discussing. I think a six-year old could 
have written a better script, but he was probably 
in charge of casting. It’s so bad at times you have 
to laugh—at it, not with it. If you want to see a 
bad movie, this one is for you. It’s my pick for 
the worst Christmas movie ever. 
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Jingle All the Way 


by Joel White 


Arnold Schwarzenegger, star of Eraser, plays a suc- 


cessful businessman whose spoiled son is mad at him. To 
appease him, he promises him the hottest toy on the mar- . 
ket for Christmas. But the toy is so hot, it is sold out - 
wherever he goes. To make things worse, an annoying 
mailman, played by Sinbad, is after the same toy for his 
son. They get into wacky. adventures, and everything ends 
happily. Put quite simply, this movie sucks! Many critics 
say it’s bad because it only shows the material side of 
Christmas and the commercialization of the hojiday. That 
isn’t the problem. The movie just isn’t funny. The major — 
problem is Arnold. Arnold (who’s a crappy actor anyway) 
must stay away from comedy. Sure, strap a big gun on 
him, have him kill a bad guy, and he’s entertaining. Cast 
him as an American, (with that accent?) suburban busi- 
nessman, and you’re playing with film death. Sinbad, who 
may have some comic timing, is not in the film enough to 
have a chance of saving this piece. Stay away from this 
one. 


MOUNTAINWORKS 


REAL GEAR. REAL CLIMBERS. 


32 South Freedom Blvd, Provo. 371-0223 
Monday - Friday 10 to 7, Saturday 10 to 6 


RECYCLED 


from March 4, 1992 


Use only a Touch-tone telephone to make entries. Touch-tone phones make a 
tone sound after each button is pushed. Phones that make no tone will not 
work, If you do not have access to a Touch-tone telephone, you may mail 
this form to the Provo Temple Office at 2200 Temple Hill Drive, Provo UT 
84604 


If all lines are busy, the phone will continue to ring until a line is available. 


A voice response will guide you after each entry. Press entire sequence when 
told to do sa: code, numbers, star (*) key, and pound (#) key. 


Make a longer sealing list because some potential spouses might already be 
taken. 


lee a Intent to be Married Form and: a $50 marriage certificate prepayment is received by the Temple Office, the Touch- 
_ tone registration will be made available to you. 


* e. Call the System Number [0] [s] 
Enter an Action Code [9] Action Codes: 


Temple Sealing 1992 Enter TS: Temple Sealing TM: Temple Marriage TD: Temple Divorce 


4. Enter Your Social Security Identification Number 


Example: Entering your social security number 


Pas [HI 1234s 67a9__—[#] 


Pound Pound 
Key ! Key 


5. Enter Your Personal Identification Number 


Example: Entering your personal 1D number 


pe 2s Gaede 


45 eesigt 4 pPougd oy ay t Birth i Birth Pound 
. “5 . AE bene Month-— ~ “Year — ~ Key 
ae = oO : ‘bed = 60 - Jan =01 1960 = 60 
a 1909 = 09 Dec = 12 1909 = 09 


6. Enter a Spouse Request (Begin with a code and end with the # key) 


Marriage Star Social Security Pound Spouse Spouse Spouse Spouse 
Code Key Number Key — Name Major Ward Spouse Home Town 


a 
| 
BEEBE) 


Star Social Security 


Spouse Spouse Spouse Spouse 
Number 


Name Major Ward Spouse Home Town 


ze 
Sloe 


Other Requests 
Push X# to exit the system and terminate the phone call. List of Scheduled Spouses 


to the Provo Temple Marriage Computer. Enter an Action Code “The spouse you have requested is, married. There are no other persons listed 
in that family. Enter a new spouse request now ...” 
(after a long pause) “Did you forget to press the pound key?” 


(after your next entry) “Did you forget to enter a spouse request followed by 
the star key?” 


(after next entry) “Spouse number 453-67-9821 has been sealed to you. 
Enter a new action code now ...” 


(after you exit) “Thank you for calling. May the Lord bless your new life.” 


Film 


¢ Academy Theater, 56 N University 
Avenue, 373-4470. 

¢ Carillon Square Theaters, 309 E 
1300 South, Orem, 224-5112. 

¢ Cineplex Odeon University 4 
Cinemas, 959 S 700 East, Orem, 
224-6622. 

° Movies 8, 2424 N University 
Parkway, Provo, 375-5667. 

° Tower Theater, 876 E 900 South, 
SLC, 297-4041. 

° Varsity Theater, on BYU campus, 
378-3311. 


Concerts 


° Tunnel Singing, Every Sunday, at a 
Secret Tunnel Location, 555-SING. 

¢ “Christmas Around the World”, 
Dec. 6-25, at the Marriott Center, 
378-4322. 

° University Chorale, Dec. 10, at the 
de Jong Concert Hall, 378-4322. 

° Third Annual IAMA Benefit 
Concert, at the Clayton Intermediate 
Auditorium, SLC. 

* Temple Square Concert Series, 
240-3318. 


Live Shows 


* Social Distortion, Dec 11, at Club 
DV8, 115 S West Temple, SLC, 539- 
8400. 

¢ Sarah Williams, Dec. 10, at 
Mama's Cafe, 840 N 700 East, 
Provo, 373-1525. 

° Jib with Anyone for Squash, at 
Mama’s Cafe, 840 N 700 East, 
Provo, 373-1525. 

¢ Lemongrass, at Mama’s Cafe, 840 
N 700 East, Provo, 373-1525. 

° Stone Mountain, at Mama’s Cafe, 
840 N 700 East, Provo, 373-1525. 


Theater 


° “A Christmas Carol,” Through Dec. 


23, at the Hale Center Theater, 
2180 S Main Street, SLC, 484-9257. 
* Christmas Puppet Show, Dec. 23, 
at the Draper Playhouse, 12336 S 
East Draper, 572-4144. 


¢ “Godspell”, Through Jan. 6, Provo 


Theatre Company, 379-0600. 

° “The Gift of Christmas,” Through 
Dec. 28, at the Promised Valley 
Playhouse, 132 S State Street, SLC, 
364-5696. 

¢ Victor Herbert's “Babes in 
Toyland”, Through Dec. 16, at the 
Scera Theatre, 745 S State Street, 
Orem, 225-2569. 

e “The X-mas Files: A Miracle at 
Area 51,” Through Dec. 30, at the 
Off Broadway Theater, 272 S. Main 
Street, SLC, 355-4628. 

¢ “The Christmas Stranger,” Through 
Dec. 31, Lighthouse Theater, 4835 S 
Highland Drive, SLC, 566-5347. 

¢ The 15th Annual Dickens’ 
Christmas Festival, Through Dec. 14, 
Utah State Fairpark, 942-4553. 

¢ “Born Yesterday,” Through Dec. 
21, at the Pioneer Memorial Theater, 
U of U Campus, 581-6961. 

e “Snow White,” Through Feb. 1, at 
the City Rep Family Theater, 638 °S ~ 
State Street, SLC, 532-6000. 


Local Music & Clubs 


¢ ABG’s, 190 W Center Street, 
Provo, 373-1200. 

° The Bay, 400 S West Temple, SLC, 
363-2623. 

¢ Club Omni, 153 W Center Street, 
Provo, 375-0011. 

¢ Club X, 32 E Exchange Place, SLC, 
521-9292. 

* Confetti Club, 909 E 2100 South, 
SLC, 486-4261. 

° DV8, 115 S West Temple, SLC, 
539-8400. 

* The Holy Cow, 241 S 500 East, 
SLC, 238-9793. 

* Lemar’s Nightclub, 210 W Center 
Street, Provo, 373-9014. 


CALENDAR 


¢ Nate’s Basement, 1184 S 
Lynnwood Drive, Orem, 224-4324. 
¢ Soul Kitchen, 936 E 45 North, | 
Provo, 344-8512. 

¢ Mama's Cafe, 840 N 700 East, 
Provo, 373-1525. 


Comedy 


¢ Chyzzelz Comedy Club, at Trolley 
Square, SLC, 355-6565. 

* Comedy Circuit, Main and Center 
Street, Midvale, 561-7777. 

¢ Johnny B’s, 177 W 300 South, 
Provo, 377-6910. 


Essential Phone 
Numbers 


¢ AIDS Hotline, 1-800-AIDS-411. 
¢ Air Quality Hotline, 373-9560. 


* Alcoholics Anonymous, 375-8620. 


¢ Ask-a-Nurse, 377-8488. 
¢ Avalanche Conditions, 374-9770 


¢ Baby Your Baby, 1-800-826-9662. 


* Boy Scouts of America, 373-4185 
or 1-800-322-3770. 

¢ BYU Info, 378-INFO. 

¢ BYU Standards, 378-2847. 


800 S. 
Just 


Avoid The Rush- 


Prepare your car now 
for the drive home 


GENTER cacem 
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¢ Camping at Utah State Parks, 
322-3770. 

°Carvers, because we all know you 
can afford it, 235-9422. 

Concert Hotline, 536-1234. 

* Counseling and Development 
Center, 378-3035. 

¢ Cuban Cigar Co., 1-800-660-. 
3728. 

* Dazzle The Delightful Clown, pee 
0064. 

* Dial-a-Story, 379-6675. 

* Dough-to-go Bakery, 226-6207. 
¢ Orrin Hatch, 375-7881. 

¢ Indian Oil, 785-8522. 

* LDS Social Services, 378-7620. 

* Maids Ahoy!, 221-0615. : 

¢ Marriage Licenses, 370-8109. 

* Peace Corps, 1-800-525-4621. 
° Pizza Pipeline, 375-6111. 

¢ Smith TIX, 1-800-888-TIXX. _ 

* Steve's Taxidermy, 785-8665. 

° Student Review, 371-8400. 

° Time & Temperature, 373-9120. 
¢ Top Country Band, 785-1814. 

¢ UTA Bus Info, 375-4636. 

¢ UVSC Info, 222-8000. 

e White House, 202-456-1414. 


ALFA PEUGEOT 
AUDI PORSCHE 
BMW RENAULT | 
FIAT ROVER 
JAGUAR SAAB 
MERCEDES TRIUMPH 
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